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Summary: Hiccup Haddock III must fight against the greatest darkness 
in order to save his best friend Jack Frost and his world DayDream, 
Pitch Black. That doesn't mean he's all alone. When he is given a 
Keyblade to help fight off the darkness not only invading his world, 
but his heart, will he become the hero that everybody needs? Hijack, 
Soriku Story inspired by Spock-sickle on deviantart 


1 . Chapter 1 : Welcome to Daydream 

**A****/N: For the line breaks and changes of scenes I'm going to be 
using quotes from both Rise of the Guardians and How to Train Your 
Dragon movies and the game Kingdom Hearts depending on which 
character things will be focused on. I saw this idea used and I 
enjoyed it quite a lot so I'm putting it here.*** 

><span>I also want to credit the one who originally had the idea of 
joining these three fandoms. A Deviantart drawer by the username of 
"<span>****spock-sickle**" **I hope you go look at some of their 
stuff so that you can get an idea of how Hiccup and Jack are going to 
look and how their weapons are going to look. Spock-sickle also named 
their weapons, which are awesome names by the way so I'm giving them 
all the credit for those. I just happened to really like the idea, so 
here I am writing about it ** ** I hope you guys enjoy, and here we 
go . ** 

**_ (Containing this much raw vikingness, there will be consequences!) 

~k ~k ~k ~k ~k 

I've never had an interest in Fairy Tales before in my life. Well 
actually, that really isn't true, as a child I often believed in a 
lot of things. It was little by little, as I grew up that the concept 
of happy endings, of everything going wrong until something finally 
goes right, of believing being enough to overcome anything, and hope 
trampling over evil, all of that stuff just made me angry. As I look 
back on it now, I guess I can still sympathize with my old self, 
though I no longer think the same way as I had before. And it's all 



because of one boy who showed up in my life from out of the 
blue . 


I'm guessing I should probably start from the beginning so you can 
understand exactly what I mean, but for that we have to go back 
further than the mere beginning of my life, after all, this 
particular struggle started long before I was even born. I'm not all 
that important to this story to be honest. I rescued a king, fought 
off darkness, put my life in danger many times over, but none of that 
really matters. I'm a Viking, it's really an occupational hazard. 
However, I will admit to one thing; everything that I did was for one 
simple reason. I hope you'll understand by the end of the story, but 
in case you don't I'll give you a hint. His name is Jack. 

- Hamish Horrendous Haddock III 'Hiccup' 

_**(****It was dark, it was cold, and I was scared.) *****_ 

Floating among the countless worlds both known and unknown was a 
small world made of pure as crystal winter. It stood in the shape of 
a crescent moon and in its hollow center was a kingdom called 
DayDream. Within frozen walls a king lay in his four poster bed, 
hanging on to the last strand of his cold existence. 

North was forced to watch as their king, the Moon Man, withered into 
himself. Yet as he watched, the king told him tales. Prophecies of a 
future where good would overcome evil. 

When his tale was done. Moon Man asked North to make him a final 
gift. He wanted North to carve him a son from the ice at the very 
heart of DayDream. 

Not knowing what else to do, the man complied with his king's final 
wish. Traveling to the deepest part of their world and bringing home 
a large block of ice. 

"Make him young." The Moon Man had said. "Innocence and mischief 
mixed clearly in his eyes. Make him winter." 

North worked on his task tirelessly, night after night carving into 
the large piece of ice until it was less than half its massive size. 
As he carved, the dying king told his most loyal follower of the soul 
he wanted his son to have. Wonder and fun shrouded in easiness and 
curiosity. He wanted the boy to be as pure as snow, as pure as light 
itself . 

The day he had completed his task, the king pushed himself from his 
bed and stood for the first time in almost ten years. With North's 
help he walked up to the statue of a boy and he smiled. 

"He's perfect." The king had said, touching the cold but smooth 
cheek. "He will protect the world I created." 

North was confused, not comprehending what his king had meant. The 
boy was nothing more than a statue, a piece of ice North himself had 
carved into existence. But in the next second he understood. 

Under the king's touch, the ice began to crack. It broke and cracked 
all the way down to the statue's bare feet and North watched it go. 
When he looked up again, he gasped in shock and wonder. 



Pale skin and hair as white as first morning's snow, the pale blue 
ice that had covered the boy now lay at his feet. Once the shell had 
fallen away, the king stepped back as the figure of the boy pitched 
forward. North dove to catch him before he hit the floor. 

His blue eyes were wide with awe upon feeling the touch of cold pale 
skin, the silk of smooth shining hair, and the pulse of deep flowing 
lif e . 

This boy that he had created with his own hands now lay in his arms, 
real. Alive. 

North turned around to question his king and gasped when he found the 
Moon Man on the floor. 

Setting the boy down gently. North rushed to his king's side and 
lifted his snow white head. He silently begged that this was not the 
end. Begged for more time with the man that had raised him, taken 
care of him, and taught him everything he'd ever learned. But he knew 
by the weak pulse under his thumb that he did not have much longer 
with the man who should have been his father. 

"North." The weak voice was wheezing and out of breath and the large 
heart inside of North broke in pieces at seeing the once strong man 
crumpled in his arms. "Take care of the boy. He is made from the very 
heart of this world, and so he carries the heart of DayDream within 
him." 

North nodded even though he did not really understand. This was his 
king's last wish, his last words and North would do all he could to 
hold onto them. "What will be his name?" He asked softly. 

Moon Man smiled a broken and sad smile. His eyes slowly but surely 
losing their light. 

"Call him Jack. Jack Frost." 

**_(It seemed to chase the darkness away and when it did, I wasn't 
scared anymore)_** 

In a world where pale blue was the only attraction. Jack's eyes were 
nothing special. Especially now as they glared at the dark being who 
stood before him. 

"What do you want Pitch!" Jack growled in annoyance. He'd been 
enjoying himself not too long ago, running around throwing snowballs 
as unsuspecting children as everyone in the cold little world went 
about their business. It was easy enough getting snowball wars to 
break out, but Jack had also been looking forward to participating. 
However, Pitch had ruined it, casting shadows over the snow that 
chased the children home. 

The smile on the boogie-man's face sent a shiver of dread down Jack's 
back. Not fear mind you. Jack Frost wasn't afraid of anything, much 
less the boogie-man, but he had learned to be cautious of the man 
after years of giving this small world life a€" even if it was a cold 
one . 


"Why, Jack." Pitch answered coldly, still smiling. "What made you 



think I wanted anything?" 

Jack wasn't fooled. He knew the other spirit couldn't harm him. He 
was the heart of this world, the soul and the wonder of all of 
Daydream, but the knowledge didn't help calm his dread. 

Pitch Black was cunning. That had never surprised Jack, but for him 
to be here now, speaking to Jack face-to-face without the presence of 
Jack's bodyguards was unnerving. 

"Where are the others? Sandy? Tooth? Aster? North?" 

"All rather busy at the moment I'm afraid." Pitch answered smoothly, 
taking a step closer to Jack who took a step back in reflex. 

The situation was growing weirder by the moment. North had always 
made sure that at least one of his bodyguards would be watching Jack 
at all times, after all being the Prince of Daydream made him a 
target for spirits such as Pitch Black. 

Jack held onto the confidence that he could not be hurt though. Held 
onto the knowledge that if Pitch hurt him the entire icy world would 
rise to protect him. It had happened before the last time Pitch had 
tried . 

"Don't make me ask again Pitch. What is it you want?" Jack narrowed 
his eyes and glared at the embodiment of all nightmares. Pitch merely 
smirked back in silence. 

Jack didn't notice the shadows that crept out from behind him as he 
kept stepping back for every step Pitch took forward. When the shadow 
grabbed his ankle. Jack growled. 

The end of his staff stabbed into the darkness and froze it, breaking 
it in a matter of seconds. 

"Not this again." Jack sighed and rolled his eyes, feeling a little 
more confident now that Pitch was back on even ground. "Trying to 
capture me again Pitch? Isn't this getting a little old?" he taunted, 
even going as far as to throw a smile out at the bringer of darkness, 
but he faltered when he encountered that same smirk. 

"On the contrary. Frost." 

Faster than Jack could fly, the shadows curled around his form and he 
struggled, freezing and breaking as many as he could, but there was 
something different in these shadows, something solid that reminded 
him of Sandy's dreamsand. 

"Been learning new tricks huh Pitch." He taunted mockingly with more 
vigor than he truly felt. 

"Hey! Get away from him!" 

A new voice entered the scene, startling both Jack and Pitch from 
their fight. 

A young boy, probably fourteen or fifteen years old stood at the edge 
of the clearing with an ax in one hand and a shield in the 
other . 



For one tiny second Jack's heart soared into the air. 'He can see 
me! ' the prince thought. 'He can honestly see me ! ' , but he didn't 
have much time to ponder on this thought as the ax flew with an 
alarming amount of precision right to Pitch's head. 

The dark man dodged it, shocked to the extent that his shadows 
released Jack enough for the boy to fly a good distance away. 

The boy who had thrown the ax took another step forward, glaring at 
Pitch before casting a minute glace at Jack. 

Pitch glared back. 

"This isn't over." He whispered into the winter air that carried the 
words to Jack's ear. 

"No. It's not." Jack replied before the shadow man could fully 
disappear within his darkness. 

Once the threat was gone. Jack turned wide eyes to the boy who had, 
for all intents and purposes, 'saved' him. Said boy was staring back, 
his eyes equally wide and a smile bright on his face. 

"You're him aren't you? You're Jack Frost." 

Jack stumbled back a bit in shock. This boy even knew his name! 

"I am." He answered after missing a good three beats. "What's your 
name? " 

The boy's cheeks went red, confusing Jack a bit more. 

"It— It's H-Hiccup." 

Embarrassment? Was this kid embarrassed by his own name? Well that 
wasn't good. 

"That's a nickname right? Your name can't really be 'Hiccup'." Jack 
was smiling, putting up his innocent front so that the boy would 
trust him. This was the first human to be able to see him, and Jack 
was overjoyed at the ability to talk to him. 

'Hiccup' nodded his head in response but didn't offer his real name. 
Jack didn't bother to push him any further. 

"What are you doing out here? I thought the shadows sent everyone 
home . " 

Hiccup shrugged his shoulders and smiled a bit. 

"I'm not afraid of the dark." 

That was a very interesting thing to say, especially in the world of 
Daydream . 

Ever since their king had died, the world had been shrouded in 
eternal night. Even the world had begun to mourn its greatest ruler. 
That had been seven years ago. 



Jack smiled though, flying closer to the boy using the winter winds. 
"You're pretty brave aren't you?" It was a rhetorical question, but 
when they boy puffed up his chest and nodded. Jack decided he liked 
the kid even more for it . 

"Of course I am. I'm a Viking." 

This bit of news wasn't really that amazing. Almost everyone within 
DayDream was of Viking decent, but Jack just smiled, finding the boy 
endlessly interesting. 

"How is it that you can see me Hiccup?" Jack wasn't sure if the boy 
would even know the answer, but asking the question never hurt. But 
he was surprised to find that the boy did in face know why. 

"My mother was a mage." The boy replied with a shrug and a crooked 
smile. "Her magic runs in my blood. No one in the town believes in 
magic anymore, but not me." The smile turned a little sad. "I 
promised her I would always believe." 

Jack nodded his head in understanding, feeling his own burst of 
sadness for this boy who had no doubt lost his mother. 

"Would you like to be my friend?" Jack suddenly asked, a grin 
splitting his face in two. Once an answering grin overtook Hiccup's 
features. Jack swooped down and hugged the other boy. 

"You're the first friend I've ever had." Jack said into the brown fur 
vest the boy was wearing. 

Thin arms wrapped around Jack's cold body and the prince felt his 
cold heart stutter at the feeling. No one but North and Tooth had 
ever even touched him, much less gave him a hug. 

"You're my first friend too." Hiccup admitted. 

**_(Okay there bud, we're going to take this nice and slow. )_** 

That was the day I first met him. The annoying and childish Prince of 
DayDream. It didn't take long for us to become fast and easy friends. 
I grew to be so attached to his company that I craved it more than 
anything at times. He would usually follow me around the town when I 
had to go to the blacksmith's shop my father's best friend owned to 
work as an apprentice. I knew other people couldn't see him, it had 
been several years since the towns people stopped believing in the 
spirits that had once led them to greatness, but he never acted like 
it bothered him, even if I knew it did. He told me once that the only 
person he needed in the world was me. If I could continue to see him, 
he would be happy. 

We played in the clearing where we met anytime we got the chance. He 
often talked to me while I worked, and I would listen both glad and 
annoyed with his presence. To be honest, when I had saved him, I had 
not realized who he was. What I had been focused on was following the 
shadows, the same shadows that had taken my mom years before. When I 
had spotted the Shadow Man, I had committed his face into my 
memories, because I knew, even if my father refused to tell me, that 
it had been a spirit's fault my mother was gone. 


To be honest, back in those days, I had found myself invincible. I 



was so young, but I was gifted. I wasn't strong like the rest of the 
town, I was intelligent and knew more than anyone. I think that is 
where I went wrong. 

A few months after I met Jack, I met another interesting person. 

He called himself King Mickey. 

And it is this king's fault that my life turned upside 
down . 

**_(Say, fellas, did somebody mention the Door to Darkness ?)_* * 

"I can't today Jack, I have work." Hiccup smiled as the Prince sighed 
in resignation. They were in the clearing again, the same place where 
they had first met, sharing a bit of time before they were called 
apart again. 

"Fine." Jack sulked back, "North should be looking for me 
anyways . " 

Hiccup shook his head and laughed a bit, he hadn't met any of Jack's 
supposed 'bodyguards' but the Ice prince talked about them so much 
that it was hard not to be fond of them from each and every story 
told . 

"Go, you runaway. I've got to get going, too." 

Jack grinned a bit at the name before ruffling Hiccup's hair and 
throwing his arms around the other boy's shoulders. He squeezed 
tightly before he let go and called for the winter winds. 

"I'll see you tomorrow, okay Hiccup?" 

The black smith apprentice nodded his head and watched his friend go 
with a smile on his face. It has been almost six months since he had 
first met Jack and he could never remember himself being any happier. 
Jack had a childlike charm and a playful nature that called out to 
Hiccup's mischievous and even his adventurous sides. He had never 
felt so close to anyone else in his life. 

When Hiccup turned around to walk back into town his grass green eyes 
caught sight of a black figure running through the tall trees. 

Hate suddenly filled Hiccup as he thought 'Shadow'. 

He rushed to follow the thing, running as fast as the snow would let 
him so he could reach the figure before it disappeared like all of 
the Shadow Man's nightmares. Jack had told him once that the Shadow 
Man's name was Pitch Black, but Hiccup wouldn't give the creature 
enough respect to call it by its name. 

Hiccup recognized the area where he was running. It was the pathway 
to the Lake of Memories, the only body of water in DayDream that had 
frozen over the day their king had died. Not that anyone even 
believes in the king anymore. 

Deciding to be smart about his attack, and noticing he had no weapon 
to fight with. Hiccup hung back, watching the figure in black run to 
the middle of the lake. 



"Well are ya coming at me or what?" The high and somewhat squeaky 
voice threw Hiccup off to some degree. Shadow Man didn't have a voice 
like that, so who was this figure in black. 

Suddenly the hood of the black cloak came down and big, round ears 
could be seen. Hiccup gasped and stumbled back a bit, shocked by what 
he saw. Nothing like the figure had ever existed in DayDream before, 
and they had spirits walking around. 

"You can come out fellas, I'm not goin' to run away." 

Hiccup's heart thundered in his chest. Did this creature know he was 
here? He was speaking as if he did, but 'fellas'? Hiccup was only one 
boy . 

Before he could make his decision to show himself however, shadowy 
figures began to come out from the woods surrounding the lake. One of 
them Hiccup instantly recognized. 

Pitch Black. 

"Your royal Highness King Mickey. Maleficent told me all about you." 
Pitch's voice echoed in the small space and in Hiccup's ears, 
confusing him further. The creature was a king? Who was 
Maleficent? 

"You must be Pitch Black. North told me all about ’cha." The high 
voice answered back. "Wha'd'ya want with Maleficent?" 

Pitch shook his head with a sick sort of smile. "Nothing really. She 
only game me information. I'm the king of nightmares, what would I 
want with a mere wicked witch?" 

Mickey snorted. "If ya wanted information, then you're after 
somethin ' . " 

Pitch laughed in the back of his throat, a nasty and creepy sound. 
"Why yes, I am after something. The heart of this world." 

'The heart of this world? What does he mean?' Hiccup thought, just as 
Mickey echoed them. 

"The heart of this world? Wha'd'ya mean?" 

Pitch seemed to shrug with a sneer on his face. "That I don't know. 
It's an object hidden somewhere in this world and the only one who 
knows its whereabouts is Jack Frost." 

The name snapped sense into Hiccup and before he could stop himself 
he rushed forward. 

"What do you want with Jack!" 

He'd yelled so loud he'd startled the beasts of darkness around them 
as well as the two talking figures in the middle of the 
lake . 


Pitch's black eyes landed on Hiccup and narrowed. 



"You're that kid. The one who stopped me before." Pitch hissed. 


For the first time in a while Hiccup felt the grip of fear over his 
heart. 'Stupid, stupid, stupid, why didn't you stay hidden?' 

But he didn't have time to contemplate it before the shadow nearest 
to him lunged for an attack. 

Closing his eyes and holding his hands up. Hiccup braced for a blow 
but it never came. When he tentatively opened one eye, he saw the 
creature with round ears by the name of Mickey standing in front of 
him. In Mickey's hand was what looked to be a giant golden key. 

Hiccup was mesmerized. 

"You gotta get goin'. I'll take care of this fight." Mickey called 
back to the boy behind him, but Hiccup didn't move. His eyes were 
glued to the weapon. 

There was a ringing sound in his ears, almost as if it was coming 
from that giant key. Like it was calling out to him. Hiccup's vision 
was beginning to fade, but even as it did, he heard Jack's voice call 
out to him. Before he could even contemplate what was happening, 
darkness descended on him. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>I want to again give Credit, where Credit is due. The idea for 
this story came from the beautiful art and styles of Spock-sickle on 
Deviantart, go check em out ! <p> 


2 . Chapter 2 : Keyblade 

_** (What's a guy got to do to get some attention around 
here?) **_ 

"Hiccup ! " 

Jack rushed into the lake's clearing, his heart pounding in his ears 
as he saw the boy he'd come to care for fall to his knees and then to 
the ground. He flew as fast as he could but he still didn't reach 
Hiccup in time to break the boy's fall. He ignored Pitch Black, he 
ignored the shadows, and the stranger as he rushed for the only human 
he's ever cared for. 

He never reached Hiccup as three different shadows blacked his 
path . 

Jack's hands tightened around his wooden staff, his anger and 
desperation to reach Hiccup leading him into a battle stance. 

"Get out of my way if you know what's good for you." Jack warned the 
nightmares and he wasn't too surprised when they ignored him. A smirk 
twisted in his lips as he twirled his staff. "Your wish is my 
command . " 

When he struck, it was quick and hard, each hit freezing the 
Nightmares from the point of impact to all around their shapeless 
bodies. Once all three were frozen, he knocked the masses of black 
ice to the floor shattering them. 



He looked up from his finished fight only to finally notice the short 
creature in black. 

Jack was about to rush to the creature to strike before he was 
noticed, but a Nightmare got there before he did. Believing the 
shadow would go straight for Hiccup, Jack shouted, but it was cut 
short as the creature twisted around swinging the giant key in his 
hand straight down through the shadow's head. In a burst of sudden 
light, the shadow was gone. 

The creature finally saw Jack, big black eyes looking confused before 
recognition lit them. The creature smiled and before Jack could even 
noticed it, he found himself smiling back. 

"You're name's Jack, right? North told me about you." The creature 
cheered, his voice sounding friendly and kind. 

"Wait," Jack cut in. "You know North?" 

Their encounter was interrupted by a dozen shadows surrounding them. 
Jack turned to face them, back to the small creature and the human he 
cared about. Taking small steps back. Jack came closer and closer to 
Hiccup, only feeling safe when his heal softly connected to soft 
fur . 

"My name's Mickey. I'll clear a path for the two of ya. Get this 
fella to safety, okay?" 

Jack turned to look at Mickey, not knowing exactly what to say for a 
minute. This creature - Person, who Jack barely even knew was 
offering to fight off about a dozen nightmares to allow Jack and 
Hiccup to run away. 

"Not on your life." Jack retorted right before the first Nightmare 
lunged . 

Jack swung at it, shards of ice flying at the shadow but only passing 
through it as it continued its path toward the prince. "Damn!" Jack 
cursed as he brought his staff over his head to block the creature's 
attack, once the shadow touched the wood, the freeze started to climb 
up his shadowy arm to envelop the mass completely. 

It shattered when it hit the ground, but Jack saw the black sand seep 
away and reform itself within the ranks of the circle surrounding him 
and Mickey. "There's no way I can hurt them, these aren't like his 
normal nightmares." Jack swore under his breath as he struggled to 
think of a plan. 

"Here. Why don't you try this?" as Mickey spoke. Jack saw the glint 
of something shinning from the corner of his eye. Without even 
noticing, he caught the item on reflex and stared at it for a 
second . 

It was a keychain in the shape of a white snowflake, except the edges 
were unusually sharp. 

"What is this?" Jack asked in both caution and honest 
curiosity . 



"It's something to help ya fight fair. Hook it onto the top of your 
staff." Mickey answered as another nightmare lunged from his side of 
the circle. Again there was a flash of light as the giant key hit the 
mass of shadows. 

Jack looked down at the charm on his hands and with only a tiny 
sliver of doubt, he hooked it onto the top end of his staff. 

The second the charm was in place, his staff began to glow light 
blue, the whole thing warming up in his hands. Shocked and confused, 
he dropped the thing, only looking up when he heard the shrieking 
coming from the eleven shadows that still surrounded them. 

They began to try to scurry away from the light and the sight made 
Jack grin again, a laugh bubbling in his throat. He hadn't even used 
the weapon against them and they were already scared? Way cool, no 
matter what it was . 

When his staff stopped it with the freaky light shows, he reached for 
it, but before he could touch it, it disappeared in a sudden flash of 
white light. 

"What thea€ i " Jack frowned and turned to Mickey who had, by now, 
taken down half of the ten nightmares left standing. "You told me it 
would help me fight! Why did it suddenly disappear on me!" Jack 
yelled at the fighting creature as he himself dodged oncoming blows 
from the darkness. 

"Call out to it. You have to call it with your heart, that's the only 
way it'll come to you." Mickey shouted back, flipping in the air 
twice before slashing his giant key right down the middle of the 
nightmare that had been behind him not seconds before. The way Mickey 
fought with that key looking more like sword fighting. Like he was 
holding a blade Jack marveled. 

_Key-sword?_ Jack frowned at himself as he side stepped a 
shadow . 

_Key-dagger ._ The second he thought that one he grimaced, shaking his 
head almost violently. 

_No, it all sounds wrongaC | unless ._ 

"Jack! What are you waiting for!" Mickey called out to him, snapping 
him from his thoughts. That's right, call out to his staff. What did 
Mickey say the name of it was again? Something Guilt. Survivor's 
Guilt? No, just like the 'key-sword' it didn't sound right. 

"Jack! You have to believe in your heart. It won't come to you if you 
don't believe in the light." 

Jack's face lit up like fireworks, everything clicking into place so 
suddenly that he stumbled back when, in another flash of light, a 
comfortable weight settled itself in his hands. 

Looking at his staff with new eyes. Jack couldn't believe what he was 
holding. It felt like metal, all the length of the staff was a pale 
blue color except for each end as well as some slips of white. It was 
a thing of beauty and he honestly couldn't believe it was his 
staff . 



'Believer's Guilt'. His mind echoed in an almost chant like rhythm. 
His body was pulsing with power, he felt lighter than ever, stronger 
than ever. He couldn't wait to use this staff. 

But to his disappointment, as he looked up to search for a Nightmare 
to fight with, the coast was clear, Mickey stared at him, hard and 
suddenly he felt like a child under this small creature's 
scrutiny . 

"You took quite a while there Jack." Mickey spoke lightly but his 
eyes were burning wholes into Jack's skull. The prince instantly 
flushed, a hand coming up to rub the back of his head as he smiled 
bashfully . 

"Sorry Mickey." Jack replied. 

Mickey's glare was gone in a second, replaced with an almost palpable 
sadness. Jack was taken by surprise at first, but the sadness was 
gone just as quickly as it'd came. 

"Get that fella over there up Jack, we need to take 'em to a safe 
place." Mickey commented. 

Jack's eyes went wide as he whipped his head around to look for 
Hiccup's fallen form. In all his excitement, he had literally 
forgotten about his best friend. Oh shit, he felt like complete crap 
now . 

Letting the wind rush him over to the younger boy. Jack turned Hiccup 
over and surveyed his face for any damage from the fall. He had a 
scratch on his cheek, but other than that Hiccup was alright. So why 
had he fallen unconscious. 

"We can take him to the castle. North and Aster won't be there, but I 
know Sandy will be." Jack said as he lifted Hiccup's body into his 
arms, holding his friend bridal-style. Hiccup's head lulled to the 
side, his face now hiding into Jack's neck. 

At the feel of both the soft nose and the warm breathes of the other 
boy. Jack stiffened. Goosebumps rose on his arms and pleasure curled 
into his stomach. He hugged Hiccup closer to himself, not really 
noticing he was doing so, but knowing that the boy needed to be 
closer. Closer, closer almost under his very skin. Otherwise, Jack 
would never be alright again. 

"Are you alright?" Mickey's voice snapped Jack to himself for the 
second time. He sent a weak grin to his newest friend and started 
treading through the forest towards the Dreamer Castle. 

As Jack and Mickey left, they failed to notice the dark eyes watching 
their exit. Pitch's face was twisted in hate and anger, but there was 
also interest in his eyes. Jack's staff had changed, and Pitch had 
seen exactly how it had happened. Sometime soon, he would find a way 
to turn the tides to his side. He would have the upper hand 
again . 

* *_ ( I just want to be one of you guys.)_** 


Absence of light, true darkness. Hiccup didn't know where he was, but 



he knew he didn't like it. It was a vast expanse of nothingness that 
it totally creeped him out. Black wouldn't even sum up how dark it 
really was. 

Still, that wasn't even the scariest part. 

What frightened him more than anything was his inability to move. He 
felt his limbs, every one of them, yet he couldn't make them move, 
couldn't connect his brain to his body. Or maybe it wasn't his 
body . 

_Who are you?_ 

It wasn't exactly words. The thing flowing in his veins, bouncing 
along in his head, echoing in his very existent wasn't spoken words. 
It was a mix of emotions and simple connected understanding. He's 
never felt anything like this before in his life. 

He tried to respond, he really did but nothing came out. So he tried 
something else. He thought it. 

_Hiccup 

Hiccup was trying so hard to push that thought out there, he didn't 
even notice he was repeating it, until annoyance rang through his 
system, but it wasn't from him. 

_Heard the first time._ 

Again he didn't understand why he understood. He just knew he 
did . 

_Who are you?_ Hiccup returned the question he'd been asked back, and 
this time, he only had to do it once before he had his 
answer . 

_Magic ._ 

**_(This conversation if feeling very one-sided . ) _* * 

That was the first time I met him. Passed out from the call of King 
Mickey's Keyblade, I felt my first taste of magic. Of what being a 
Keyblade wielder really meant. It wasn't the last time I spoke to him 
after that either. In fact, once I woke up, I felt his presence with 
me all the time. He communicated in bursts of emotions and 
images . 

After a while I even gave the creature in my head a name. I called 
him Nigh Fury. That little amount of magic became my friend, 
something important to me. Even more so since it lived inside of me, 
waiting for the day I would finally know how to call it out. I'm just 
lucky that the day where I ' d be strong enough to call on my friend 
was to be soon coming. But as the saying goes 'all magic comes with a 
price'. Even mine. 

- Hamish Horrendous Haddock III 

**_(The door to your next journey is ready to be 
opened . ) _** 



Mickey's eyes raked the brunette's figure as it laid on the soft 
white bed. The boy's prone form seemed to be called out to him, a 
light inside his heart that made heat rise in Mickey's hand, like the 
keyblade was begging to be summoned. 

Mickey recognized this feeling. Inheritance Ceremony. 

"So what can this thing do?" 

Jack's voice snapped the mouse out of his thoughts. The boy was 
examining his new staff with wide eyes and excitement. Mickey could 
understand why. He remembered the first time he had held a keyblade. 
That had been so many years ago and so much has happened. So many 
people have come in and out of his life and he bore so many 
responsibilities. He now wondered whether giving the boy the special 
keychain really helped him in the end. Mickey was afraid he might 
have just doomed Jack. 

_'But not only Jack.'_ Mickey's black eyes went back to Hiccup and he 
sighed. Destiny would happen regardless, all he could do was give 
these children the means to fight when the battles finally 
raged . 

"It's a new power to help you fight. It's the power to protect the 
people who matter to you." He answered with a small smile when Jack's 
head instantly turned to look at Hiccup. 

"There's only one person who matters to me." Jack whispered, setting 
his staff against the wall before he went back to sit by Hiccup's 
bedside. "He wasn't hit by any of the nightmares, right Mickey? 

That's what you told me. But stilla€|" Jack sighed and ran his cold 
fingers through his best friend's hair. "Why isn't he waking 
up? " 

The cold touch seemed to break through some of the fog within the 
boy's mind, because next thing Mickey noticed, the boy's eyes snapped 
open and he shot forward, startling everyone around him. 

"Hiccup!" Jack shouted both shocked and relieved, but the boy acted 
as if he didn't even see the prince. His eyes went directly to the 
keyblade that Mickey had summoned, the mouse's eyes wide as he 
wondered when he'd even called his weapon to him. The realization 
dawned when the handle of his weapon began to hum. 

"This is calling to you, isn't it?" Mickey asked, moving the key from 
hand to hand. It was growing too warm to hold, something that didn't 
comfort him at all. He knew destiny would come, but he didn't want to 
be the one to set it into motion. 

Hiccup's head bobbed in answer. His eyes glazed over as if he wasn't 
even there. Mickey sighed. 

"I want to give you something." 

Walking up to the boy, Mickey flipped his weapon so he was holding 
the blade, the handle pointing to the boy who was destined to carry 
its weight in his heart. 


Without even hesitating. Hiccup reached for it, only to have Jack 
grab his wrist. 



"Wait what are you-" 

Hiccup's eyes cleared for a minute and he looked at his friend 
blankly. "Jack. Please let go." 

Jack didn't waver, but it didn't matter. In a second, the key 
vanished from Mickey's hand, only to appear again in 
Hiccup ' s . 

_' Impossible . '_ Mickey couldn't breathe for a long moment. _'For a 
heart to call out a keyblade without the Inheritance Ceremonya€ | the 
only person who's ever done something like this isa€|Sora.'_ 


End 
f ile . 



